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itll Gray House 
Repeal the End of the Lane 
by HizabethE Pettinger. 
Chapter XII. 


EHIND the little gray house at the end of the lane was a 
long, sun mottled vista of green beneath spreading orchard 
trees. “Fhe grass was short and thick, and in spring it was 
g sprinkled with long stemmed violets; the original plants 
ca had been brought from California years before, and once 

“2 °l] planted, had been left to pursue their natural course. 

There were daffodils too, that in season nodded their yellow heads 

with every laughing breeze, and tiny crocus buds, white and yellow 

and purple, pushing up their noses sometimes even through the snow! 

But all that was past now, and like “Aunt Jane’s garden in Ken- 

tucky,”” when spring was over, “Flower and leaf would wither away, 

and you might walk the whole summer over the grassy lawn and 
never dream how much beauty and sweetness was hidden away in the 
darkness below.” 

It was midsummer now, and the vista beneath the trees was green 
and shady with a great flaming patch of goldenglow at the far end, 
gleaming through the tree trunks; near the house was the bird fountain 
in the rock garden, where a splattering, a chirping, and a fluttering of 
wing proclaimed it a favorite resort for the feathered folk. 

Book-loving little Mary was high up in the crotch of the apple 
tree in a rustic seat, or rather couch, which Lore had constructed and 
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called the “Library.”” Her brown, bare, thin little legs were supported 
on a bough higher than her head; from below all that one could see of 
a child were two rather overgrown feet, a red ribbon and a wisp of 
black hair. 

But Mary was the only idler! A tap, tap, tap, the sound of a 
saw and the murmur of voices, came up from the open space near the 
old woodshed. Five very busy people were plying their tools with an 
industry but little short of the professional. Fay, in a big canvas apron 
covered with odd shaped pockets out of which protruded as many odd 
shaped instruments, directed the three boys in their work of construc- 
tion, at the same time giving a smile of approval to Pat who was intent 
upon painting short boards and standing them against the trees to dry. 

“We'll make a lot of money and ken buy lots of things,” Billy’s 
brown eyes glowed with anticipation as he spoke. “I’m a’goin’ to get 
a kodak, first thing, ’cause I need it for my specimen collection. Pic- 
tures is what tells what kind of places you find things.” 

“Oh, I’m goin’ to get me some long rubber boots for wadin’,” 
interrupted Reddy. “‘I can’t never watch them hawks unless I ken get 
right into the middle of the swamp,” while Lore remarked, quietly, 
“T’ve read everything in sight, and I’m going to get some books.” 

“O, you funny boys!”’ laughed Fay. “Don’t you know you 
shouldn’t ‘count chickens before they’re hatched’? Now see here, just 
let’s forget all about the money side of this business of ours until we 
have the money right here in our hands! Our business at present is to 
get started, get our capital together and work hard—forget about the 
money!” 

“Well, but Miss Fay, there is money in bees,” insisted Bill. 

““Yes, of course; but you’ve got to raise the honey before you sell 
it, haven’t you? And you’ve got to have beehives before you have 
bees, haven’t you>? And you've got to have bees before you have 
honey, haven’t you? Well, then, get to work, every man jack of you, 
and take care of the hives, and then the bees, honey, and money will 
take care of themselves. Here, Reddy, that saw’s too big for that 
png. take this little one—now make a straight clean cut, or it won’t 

t snug.” 

That was not the first of many afternoons spent at work in the 
orchard, and already three of the six white boxes stood ready for the 
swarms. Nor did those three boxes represent all the time devoted to 
“the business.” There had been strict and regular lessons in bee cul- 
ture. Bulletins had been read and studied, examinations taken with 
Miss Fay as school teacher, and even neat and accurate drawings 
made of all the carpentry work before it was undertaken. “We 
mustn’t make mistakes and waste lumber, at the price it is,” Fay had 
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said, reminding them, ““You know you will have to pay back the 
money borrowed for material before there is any profit; so we will 
have to keep down expenses.” As they worked away with hammer 


and saw, nails and lumber, Fay would say, ““Now, Lore, describe the 
different parts of a hive,” or, “Reddy, what are we to do when the 
bees swarm—how do they swarm, and why?” or, “Billy, what is the 
queen bee and how do we introduce a new queen into a hive?” Over 
and over these same questions were asked and answered, demonstrated 
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and drawn on paper, until it seemed the only things left in “starting 
the business” were the equipment and the bee swarms. 

Reddy had succeeded in fitting the molding “snug,” and all were 
admiring and loudly praising his skill. Mary, unwilling to exert her- 
self, but as equally unwilling to miss anything of interest, leaned far 
out of her tree couch, the better to view the finished hive. Then, a 
flash of bare legs and red hair ribbon, a scream, and Mary lay, white 
and still, an unconscious heap under the tree! 

For one dreadful second no one moved, then Fay sprang for- 
ward with a cry. Quick as she was, however, some one else (vaulting 
the old picket fence) was there first. Without a word, but with 
strong, skillful hands, he straightened the little form, and with deft 
fingers went over each limb and joint; then he looked up and smiled. 
“Nothing broken,” he said. ‘Scared and bruised and most likely stiff 
for a week, but nothing serious. See, she’s opening her eyes now.” 

Fay sank to the ground and buried her face in her trembling 
hands, overcome with relief and the shock of the near-tragedy. Then 
Pat, with the rush of a young cyclone, flew into the arms of the 
stranger, “My big brother! My big soldier brother! You’re home, 


you're home at last!” 
(To be continued.) 


THE ELF AND THE DORMOUSE 


Under a toadstool crept a wee Elf 
Out of the rain, to shelter himself. 


Under the toadstool sound asleep, 
Sat a big Dormouse all in a heap. 


Trembling the wee Elf, frightened, and yet 
Fearing to fly away lest he get wet. 


To the next shelter—maybe a mile! 
Sudden the wee Elf smiled a wee smile, 


Tugged till the toadstool toppled in two. 
Holding it over him, gaily he flew. 


Soon he was safe home, dry as could be. 
Soon woke the Dormouse—“Good gracious me!”’ 


““Where is my toadstool ?”” loud he lamented. 
—And that’s how umbrellas first were invented. 


—Olive Herford. 


WEE WISDOM 


JUNE is a wonderful month. It seems to be the month for 
almost everything,—bees, bugs, animals, and man, as well 
as for vegetable nature. Everything seems to be in its 
prime, at least under ordinary conditions when the laws of 
nature are not interfered with. Any way, | can feel it in 
my bones that another hike is just the thing this month. 

‘Peter Pan, why don’t you tell us about bees, sometime?” I 


hear George asking. 

“Well, perhaps I will.” 

“Oh, no,” says Mary, “I don’t want to hear about bees, because 
they sting.” 

““What makes you think so, Mary >” 

“Because, my brother got stung once,” answers Mary. 

““What was he doing that made the bees sting him?” 

““He was just stirring them up with a stick, to see them fly.” 

““Well, you see he was really interfering with the bees, and sting- 
ing is the way they have of letting you know that they do not wish to 
be disturbed. They tell you first with a loud ‘buzz,’ and if you do not 
take warning, they think you do not hear; so they see if they can make 
you feel. That usually is a pretty good hint, for I’ve noticed when 
the bees begin to sting, things begin to happen. 

“*But we can take a walk and learn about bees, too. In fact, I am 
sure that this would be the very best way, for we can learn much more 
by seeing them in their natural and free state. You know the bee is 
very wise. In fact, Solomon, the wise man of the Bible, used bees to 
find out something he did not know. Ask your mother or some one 
else to tell you about it. 

““Now the sun is high, and we must be off, so that we will have 
plenty of time for a long hike and to learn a lot about bees. Of 
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course, it would take several big books to tell all about bees, what 
a know and do, but we surely can find out some very interesting 
ings. 

““There are lots of places we could go, for wherever you find 
flowers you will find bees. What would you say to going to Virginia ? 
I know there are lots of flowers and bees there. Yes, and woods, too, 
so that will be a fine place for a hike. Suppose we land just any place 
where we think it looks best, for we are sure to find bees wherever we 
stop.’ 

Over the hills and through the woods we go, singing our songs, 
generally enjoying everything. A\ll of a sudden we come to an open 
place in the trees, where plenty of wild flowers grow. Here we find 
hundreds of bees working away,—the busiest crowd you can imagine. 
Watching them for a while, we understand why folks speak of real 
busy people being as busy as bees. Let’s watch just one of them for 
a minute and see what he does. First, he lights on the flower, then 
sticks his nose clear down into the center of it. Just look there, how 
he wiggles his hind legs around and gets them all covered with the 
yellow pollen from the flower. 

“Peter Pan, I know what the bees do with the pollen,” says Joe. 

“All right, Joe, tell us about it.” 

“They make bread out of it.” 

“That is true. They make beebread out of the pollen and store 
it up in their homes for use.” 

“But, Peter Pan, why does he stick his nose down into the 
flower?” Mary asks. 

“Mary, you are asking that question just for fun, because you 
know perfectly well why bees do that. Now tell us why.” 

“To get the honey out of the flower.” 

“So flowers have honey in them, do they >” 

“Of course; everybody knows that.” 

““Yes, we do all know it, but the bee knows just how to get it out. 
As soon as he gets a sip from one flower, he goes to another. Then he 
buzzes a different kind of a buzz and begins to fly around in a circle, 
higher and higher. When he gets clear up above the trees, away he 
goes in a straight line for some place.” 

“For his home!” shouts George. 

“You are right, George, for he does go in one straight line until 
he gets home. So the minute you see him start off after circling up, you 
know in what direction he lives.” 

“But, Peter Pan, they do not all go in the same direction,” says 
our observing little Mary. 

“Of course not, for they do not all live at the same place. 
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Wherever there are flowers, the bees come from miles around to gather 
honey. You would think they all belong to the same family, because 
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they seem to get along so well and work in such harmony. I wonder 
why they do get along so well together >” 

“Because they are busy,” says George. - 

“Yes, that is surely one reason; but I think there must be other 
reasons, too.” 

“You don’t know?” 

“Well, I'll tell you what I think might be one cause at least. It 
is because they are always looking for the sweet things in life. If we 
were more like the bees and always looked for the sweet and good 
about everybody, what a happy place the earth would be! 

““But now let’s find out where some of these bees live. I see 
quite a lot of them going straight over to our right, and as the woods 
in that direction look interesting, I think we will follow them.” Off 
we go following our trail. We become so interested in the beautiful 
scenery that we forget the bees for a time. The woods get thicker and 
thicker until some one shouts, 

““Peter Pan, where are we?” 

“Oh! are we lost >”’ cries another, and I see anxious faces looking 
at me from every direction. 

““No, we are not lost; look up there. Through an open place in 
the tree tops I see a steady stream of bees, all going in the same di- 
rection.” 

“But, Peter Pan, there are such a lot of them now!” 

““Yes, that is because we are nearer their home.” 

This knowledge seems to quiet all the anxious looks and we take 
up our trail, following our bee guides, and in a little while we see a 
whole row of tiny white houses. As we come closer, we hear a 
familiar buzz, buzz, and we know we have found the home of the 
bees. Just beyond is a beautiful little house, and I know a kind- 
hearted, motherly woman lives there who just loves hungry children 
(and I am sure we are all hungry by this time). 

After the perfectly wonderful lunch of hot biscuits, honey, and 
cold milk, we will never forget that sometimes life’s darkest moments 
are followed by our greatest joys, and if things go wrong, or if we 
are lost, we will just “look up” and if we don’t see bees, we will always 
discover some guide that will lead us out of the difficulty into something 
perfectly splendid. 


While here at home, in shining day, 
We round the sunny garden play. 
Each little Indian sleepy-head 
Is being kissed and put to bed. 
—Robert Louis Stevenson. 
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AGNES DEERING Moore 


of mind. He didn’t quite know why, but he felt as if 
something interesting might happen. He had rather hoped 
he would see Puck again and that he would tell another 
story. But each morning when he went to the woods, 
| Puck had failed to appear. 

This morning, however, Peter was sure that Puck would be 
there, waiting for him. So he hurried and ate his breakfast, ran out 
of doors through the garden gate, and into the woods. Now whom 
do you suppose he found there? Why, Puck, of course. There he 
was, sitting all hunched up on an old, hollow log, apparently doing 
nothing. But on going up closer, Peter saw that Puck was talking to 
the queerest group of creatures. Peter would never have thought of 
talking to them. 

There was a squirrel, a chipmunk, a woodchuck, two robins, and 
at one end of the log, a jolly little rabbit was poking his head out. 
Sitting upon the log by Puck, were two very sedate black beetles who 
Idoked as though they were questioning the propriety of the story Puck 
was telling. It must have been a very interesting story, because they 
were all listening so attentively. Peter didn’t like to interrupt, so he 
sat down under a tree not very far off, hoping that the story would * 
soon be finished. 

At that moment, Puck saw Peter and quickly sent the little peo- 
ple about their business. He then motioned to Peter to come closer. 
This was just what Peter wanted to do most. So it didn’t take him 
long to get there, I can tell you. 

When Peter reached the log where Puck sat, Puck said, “Why 
hello, old chap, where have you been all this time >”’ 

“T have come up here every morning and waited and waited for 
a to come, and you didn’t until this morning,” was Peter’s plaintive 
reply. 

“T have been here every morning,” said Puck, “but I had to re- 


P ETER awoke one morning in a strangely expectant frame 
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main invisible to you. You see, you were always naughty the day 
before. Each day I would surely think I could come out of hiding 
and let you see me. But later on in the day you did something bad, 
and then I couldn’t. Yesterday, however, you were a very good boy, 
so I concluded that I could make myself visible to you and tell you 
the story as I promised. Now, what shall it be about this time?” 

“T think,” said Peter, “I should like to have you tell me about 
those queer looking bugs that fly about and put bits of mud upon 
the sides of houses.” 

“Oh, I know,” replied Puck, “you mean the mud daubers. 
They belong to the wasp family. They are called mud daubers be- 
cause they make their homes of mud. The bits of mud that you see 
on walls, sides of bridges, and on stumps of trees, are their houses. 

“Come with me, and I will show you a mud dauber’s house,” 
and Puck led the way to one built on the side of a log. 

When they had come close up to it, Peter saw the wasps swarm- 
ing about; he drew back, and said, ““But won’t they sting me?” 

“No,” answered Puck, “not unless you try to harm them or 
disturb their home. One might even light on you, and if you didn’t 
“move, it wouldn’t hurt you. There isn’t a creature in this wood that 
would harm you unless it thought you were trying to molest it. 

“See that round bit of mud there, on the log? That is the home 
of Mr. Mud Dauber. There are several cells or compartments in- 
side, in which the young Mud Daubers stay. Each cell is filled with 
food, so that the baby wasp will have plenty to eat. The mamma 
wasp feeds the baby and sees to the nest. Then, when the baby wasp 
grows up, it comes out of the cell and flies away. Perhaps it will start 
to build a mud house for itself—who knows? 

“And that is all there is to Mr. Mud Dauber. He isn’t such a 
wicked, mysterious creature as you thought, is he>”’ 

“No, indeed,” replied Peter. “That is all quite interesting. 
They are much nicer than I imagined they were. I wish I knew about 
all of the little people here in this wood. 

““Now, I must go, ‘cause mother doesn’t allow me to stay away 
from home very long. If I do, she will scold and I might say some- 
thing naughty. Then you wouldn’t come and tell me a story, would 
you? I do so want to hear another story.” 

“T shall certainly be glad to tell you a story whenever you like. 
When you think you really deserve one, just come here and give three 
long whistles and two short ones.” 


Then Puck suddenly disappeared and left Peter to think over 
what he had told him. 
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NE OF the most wonderful things that we can learn, is that 
all of life is good. A\ll that has anything to do with life is 
good. Good is everywhere; we can never get away from 
it. Wherever we go, we will find good; good people; 
—. kind homes; good weather; good wishes; good 

words. 

* The true name for the good that is everywhere is God. It is 
easy for us to remember always that God is Good. ‘Then, because we 
have learned that God is everywhere, we can know all ‘the.time that 
goodness is in us, around us, and with us, wherever we go. 

One way to remember these points is to keep thinking about good. 
When we do this, good keeps thinking about us. Then we will never 
worry, and we will never be afraid. We think and say good about 
every one, and every one thinks and says good about us. This makes 
the good very plain to us, and we see it and feel it in us, and with us, 
and around us. 

The open air is good. It helps us to grow warm, healthy blood 
in our veins. 

Weather is good; the cold of winter helps to make the earth 
ready for the summer’s crop. The rain and chill of spring are good; 
they make it easy for us to change from winter to summer. The heat 
of summer is good; it makes fruits and vegetables to grow. The frosts 
of autumn are good; they complete the ripening of corn, vegetables, 
and nuts. 

The goodness of God takes care of us while we sleep, or eat, or 
play. While we study in school, or help Mother, or do a kindness 
to a stranger, to an animal, to a plant, the goodness of God is with us. 
It is really God’s goodness acting in us that makes us do good deeds, 
speak good words, and think good thoughts. 

God’s goodness keeps us safely, night and day, anywhere and 
everywhere. 

If our rooms seem very dark when we awake some night, instead 
of being frightened we will say, “This is God’s room. He is here, 
filling it with his goodness.” 


LE SSO 
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We may hear a strange noise when the wind is blowing and we 
are alone in the house at night; we do not remember ever having heard 


. that noise before. Instead of being frightened, we think of the house 


being filled with daylight, of our dear ones who live and work and 
sleep in the rooms. We see the porch, the yard, and all about the 
house, just as it is when the sun shines. We remember that God’s 
goodness is in the dark as much as it is in the light. Then we hear 
the noise again; now we remember that one of the doors does not fit 
snugly, and that we have heard that noise before when the wind blew, 
but it did not sound quite the same, because talking and laughing and 
work kept us from hearing it clearly. 

And sometimes when we are alone, we may remember having 
heard stories of fierce animals, storms, and other things not pleasant to 
think about. Then, we remember God’s goodness; we know that it is 
in all creatures and in-all the things of life, and that it will make 
peace between them and us, and that nothing wishes to harm us in 
any way. 

We can always feel God’s goodness by saying and thinking this: 

God's goodness is in me and with me and around me. It takes 
care of me all the time. 

We can help others by saying and thinking for them: 

God's goodness is in you and with you and around you. I[t takes 
care of you all the time. 


QUESTIONS ON GOD’S GOODNESS 


What is one of the most wonderful things that we can learn? 
Why cannot we get away from the good? 

Name some kinds of good we find everywhere. 

What is the true name for the good we find everywhere ? 


When we think and say good about other people, what do they 
think and say about us? : 


What takes care of us? 


What is it that makes us do good deeds, speak good words, and 
think good thoughts > 


What is a good thought for your room in a dark night? 


Of what would you think if you should hear a strange noise when 
alone at night? 


If you should remember an unpleasant story when alone, what 


should you do? 
How can we always feel God’s goodness > 
How can we help others to feel God’s goodness ? 


WEE WISDOM 


CHEERFUL'S LETTER 


] SHALL introduce to you my dolly under her proper 
name; for she has selected a name which suits her very 
well. We will no longer call her Dolly, but Cheerful, for 
5 that is the name she has chosen—Cheerful Thinkright, 
(ha) who will now tell you of the things she found interesting on 
this, her first trip. 


Dear Wee Wisdom and Dear Busy Sunbeams: 


I am very glad that my mother gives me this opportunity to tell 
you about my trip. There are so many things to tell that I do not 
know where to begin. It is the very first trip I have ever had, and, my 
being a doll makes a difference, too. 

My mother and I left Kansas City, February 29, in the morning. 
The train was a “slow” train. Mother told me that was why there 
were so many children aboard, and also why the train stopped so often. 
Children are always interesting to me, and I wondered if these were 
Sunbeams; I decided they were not, for not one of them had a doll, 
and only one, a little boy, had a toy rabbit. I knew he was not a Wee 
Wisdom, for he kept throwing the poor bunny about until it was as 
ry" as a rag, and I am quite sure no Wee Wisdom or Sunbeam would 
jo that! 

Having decided that I had better not play with the children, I 
gave thanks to God that my mother is a lady and not a little boy, who 
might throw me about, you know. I turned my attention to the many 
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WEE WISDOM 15 
wonderful things to be seen from the window. The sun was shining 
between soft, fleecy clouds that shaped themselves into all manner of 
forms against the deep blue of the sky beyond. This gave my mother 
and me much good food for thought. 

We went on and on, all day, passing through little towns, 
through mountains and over rivers, 
through fields and farmlands, each of 
which presented some beautiful mes- 
sage from God, and my mother said 
that our business on this trip was to 
weave an eternal chain of beautiful 
gems gathered from these messages. 

Night came when we had arrived 
at Springfield, Missouri. We went to 
the Colonial Hotel. Now, dear Sun- 
beams, please do not think that I for- 
got that “Pride goeth before a fall,” 
for I did not. But I did feel quite 
big going to a hotel, and everything. 
Well, we blessed the hotel, then went 
in and signed our names on a big 
book, and a cunning little boy with a 
funny button trimmed suit and a red 
cap, showed us to our room. After we had had our bath we went to 
God in the silence and thanked him for his love and life, and then we 
went to sleep. I had to sleep on a pillow in the bed near my mother, 
for the hotel did not afford a doll bed. It is said that they are not in 
demand in hotels nowadays. The next morning we arose early. Our 
train left for Hollister, Missouri, at 7:30. I wonder how many of you 
have seen this kind of train! It consists of one passenger coach and 
several freight cars. My mother said that she did not remember ever 
having been on a train of this kind before, but we were glad to have 
the experience. 

I wish I could tell you of the beauties of the scenery; the fresh- 
ness of the breeze; the joy that overflowed from God and filled our 
hearts and minds brimful of love. As we climbed higher and higher, 
nearing the mountain top, we found that the fleecy clouds of the day 
before had come down in snow, and the shapes and forms that had 
been depicted on the sky of blue were now before us on the ground, the 
trees, the high cliffs, and the valleys below. God had dressed the 
mountains in the white robe of purity, and the fairies had come at his 
bidding and sprinkled the brightness of the Christ presence over all, 
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making his radiance a living reality to us, as well as to the wild crea- 
tures of the woods. 

We stayed in Hollister three days, and during that time I met 
some of the wood people. Among them were the flying squirrel, the 
chipmunk, the rabbit, who no doubt was on his way to some little 
child’s home with Easter eggs. Among the birds that I came to know 
and to love were the black-capped chickadee, named Chick; the white 
breasted nuthatch, named Nee-Wah, because he looks like a Jap; the 
gray tufted titmouse, named Tom, because he is cunning and mischeiv- 
ous ; the southern woodpecker, whose name is Downy; the red breasted 
woodpecker, who is known as Big Bill, and is particularly fond of 
orange juice; the little brown wren, called Sweetie, and various kinds 
of sparrows, red birds, yellow birds, and blue birds. 

All of these birds come to feed at the home of my uncle Frank, 
who has prepared a lovely feeding place for them, and also a place 
for them to bathe. The birds are very fond of nuts, and they will 
come and eat out of our hands. There were many birds who were just 
ee over for a day or two, visitors like us, on their way to other 
climes. 

There is much more that I should like to tell you about the moun- 
tains and the wood people, but it is now bedtime, and my mother says 
that I may tell you in next month’s lesson about sleeping in the sleeping 
car and about the ferry boat on the Mississippi River. I will now bid 
you good-night, and God be with you. 

Dear Sunbeams, next month we will make a kimono, as every 


doll needs one. Cheerful will-then have another chat with you. 


BIRTHDAY NUMBER 


We are going to have our usual Birthday Number of August 
Wee Wisdom. Have you ever thought that our Birthday rally is the 
yearly farewell party of vacation? Well, it really is, for in Septem- 
ber, school begins and summer vacation is at an end. So let’s all come 
this year, and have the merriest, jolliest, laughingest time of all. Send 
in your stories, poems, songs, drawings, puzzles, and your best Booster 
reports. Begin right away, so that you will not be tardy or perhaps . 
left out altogether. We are now preparing for the August number, 
and are saving many good things from you which would otherwise ap- 
pear in June or July Wee Wisdom. But we wish to hear from every 
Booster that can tell us something good—and that means every one of 


_ you, doesn’t it? 


I sleep out on my porch at night 


Where cool winds play and bright stars wink; 
Where lords and ladies ride afar, 
With sprightly pages dressed in pink. 


The laughing fairies in the trees 

Toss leaves down on me where [| lie; 
Broad rivers flow against the hill; 

White, graceful swans and gulls float by. 
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The man who lives up in the moon 
Comes down and tells a funny joke, 
And then I laugh—and he laughs, too,— 

And then he gives my ribs a poke! 


My schoolmates say that these are dreams, 
And that I only think such things: 

Well, I think day when it is day, 
And I think pigeons have blue wings! 
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And I think two and two make four: 


That night comes when the sun has set; 


I think limes sour and candy sweet, 


That snow is cold, that rain 1s wet. 


The think hears songs, hears kittens mew, 
Sees engines pull and iron sink; 
It smells the lilacs in the yard— 
What can there be that is not think? 
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When I think cross and say cross words, 
The world turns cross as cross can be; 
When I think good I feel so good 
That all the world is good to me. 


The day and night are full of things 
That think around and think in me; 
And if there were no think at all 


I wonder where the world would be? 
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ROYAL, SECRETARY 


Object—To radiate sunshine, even in the darkest corners of the world. 
Colors—Red and yellow (Life and Wisdom). 
Motto—Love never faileth. 


Pin—The three wise monkeys. I see no evil, hear no evil, and speak 
no evil. 


Requirement for M. embarshigo—A. simple request addressed to the Secretary 
of the Booster Club, 915 Tracy Ave., Kansas City, Mo. 


Reports—All reports must be in by the fifteenth of the month before the 
date of issue.. 


Pins—Twenty-five cents each. 


Kansas City, Mo. 

Dear Boosters—Again it is the first of the month, and time to write to 
friend Wee Wisdom. I suppose all the Boosters at other places have been 
having a glorious time on picnics and excursions in the woods, as the 
Boosters have been doing here. Next Sunday the Unity people are going 
on a basket lunch party to Unity Farm, to enjoy the freedom of the woods. 
New leaves and flowers have come out here in answer to Dame Nature’s 
call, and we are enjoying what seems to me to be the best time of the year, 
the time when the fresh smell of growing grass and bursting buds scents the 
air. The steel girders are up on the new Inn and part of the doors and 
windows, and we still think we will eat our Fourth of July dinner there. | 
can see a wonderful change for the better, just since I came here, and at the 
present rate of growth, Unity will soon cover the greater part of Kansas 
City. I can write no more now, as it is school time. With lots of love to 
the Boosters, Earnest P. Baltzell. 


Greenwood, R. I. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—I wish to tell you that I like Wee Wisdom very 
much. My mother especially likes the Sunday School lessons. They are 
so plain to understand. I am eight years old, and my sister is seven; both 
of our birthdays come the day before Christmas. I am very fond of read- 
ing about the little Indian boy Tae. I go to school. I am in the third 
grade. Greenwood is a very pretty place. We have a lot of lovely birds 


17 

7 

SY 
SA 2 BOOSTER. 

SSN 


18 WEE WISDOM 


on our lawn, and a tramp kitty comes very evening for a saucer of milk. I 


should like to hear from the Wee friends. Dermont W. Bolderson. 


Water Valley, Miss. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Here I come again. It has been a long time 
since I wrote to you. I enjoy you more and more every time I read you. I 
like the Peter Pan stories best, but I think they are all good. Earnest 
Baltzell writes good letters. Tell Miami Campbell that I missed her letter 
last month. I have been home because the health doctor said I had small- 
pox. We did not ask him to come but he found out I had some kind of a 
breaking out on my skin, and so walked in without invitation. We did not 
have a physician, nor did I take a drop of medicine and I am now nearly 
well, for which I praise God. Love to all the Wees, 
Lou Stella Green. 


Kent, Wash. 
Dear Friends—I have something very interesting to tell you, and I 
know you will be as rejoiced over it as I am. Not long ago an ex-soldier 
was out in the woods near here; a log rolled over him, injured his spine 
and paralyzed his legs and one arm. He could raise one arm. We sent 
him some Unity literature and prayed for him, and now we hear that he is 
getting “feeling” in his feet, and the doctor says it is evidence that he can 
get well. We know Unity has helped him. Also we knew a lady who 
lost her voice through sickness. Mamma sent her some Unity magazines 
and she read them and prayed, and her voice returned. Isn’t that fine? 
My mamma likes me to have Wee Wisdom and she gets it for as many 

other children as she can. Your little Wee Wisdom friend, 
Evelyn Christenson. 


Evelyn’s letter contains an outpouring of good news, and indeed 
we do rejoice with her. She and her mother are doing good work and 
we know they are being blessed in seeing others restored. 


Westerly, R. I. 
Dear Secretary—I have a younger sister who is taking Wee Wisdom. 
I have become interested, and would like very much to know the duties of 
a member of the Booster Club. I think Wee Wisdom is the best magazine 
published for children. It never fails to amuse my sister and me when we 
are inclined to be out of harmony. A Booster Club could find much to 
do in this town, I am sure, and one reason why I should like to become a 
member is that I might induce others in this town to join. If there is any 
limit as to the age of those who may belong, I am hoping that I have not 
passed it, as I am fifteen. Yours in Love, Olive Greenough. 


The only requirement for membership in the club is that one fol- 
low the object of the Club, printed at the head of the Booster Depart- 
ment, Olive. There is no “age limit” because first of all there is no age 
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in Spirit and we could not well limit that which never was, could we? 
Welcome to our midst! 
Northport, Wash. 
Dear Wees—I have received Wee Wisdom for about five years, and 
intend to keep having it come, for I love it very much. I am ten now, and 
in the fifth grade. I am getting along nicely in all of my studies except 
arithmetic. Will you help me to pray to do better in it? I am sure you 
will. I am sending you a little story. I am writing another that | think 
will have to be continued. The name of it is “The Little Pilgrims.” I have 
read “Aunt Joy’s Nature Talks,” and “Sir Smile-Ups.” I like them both 
very much. I have a little brother four years young. Audrey Travis. 


Riverton, Wyo. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have just received Wee Wisdom, and I am 
patiently waiting for the beautiful messages the next issue will bring. We 
are now on our “Little Farm,” or “Pleasant View Ranch,” as we call it. 
Both names fit it perfectly. We named it “Little Farm” because it is 
small, and “Pleasant View” because we have a very pleasant view of the 
surrounding country. We can step off our porch and see many mountains 
(I suppose some of the Wees have never seen real mountains), and as | 
watch the snow-clad tops I often wonder how they feel away up there so 
high, and so far from everything and everybody. And as I breathe the 
wonderful air I often wish I could put some of it into cans and send it to 
the little children who dwell in the stuffy apartments of New York and 
other large citiés of the world. People tell us we were lucky to get such a 
place, but we know how it came about, for there is no such thing as luck. 
The next time I write you I will probably have some pretty fluffy chicks, 
and I will tell you all about them. I wish some of the Boosters would write 
me. My address is Riverton, Wyo. As ever a Booster, 
Velma Megown. 


Velma has always been one of Wee Wisdom’s very interesting 
correspondents since she began writing, and knowing what beautiful 
letters she writes, we are sure many of the Wees will be glad of the 
opportunity of corresponding with her. She has drawn a charming 
word-picture of her home in the mountains, and it is easy to observe 
that she is a lover of God’s beautiful out-of-doors. 


Newman, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Seven other girls and I have started a club, 
called “Sunshine Club.” The names of the other girls are Mary Kinnear, 
Ruth Wade, Etta Smith, Helen Neidhart, Helen Munyon, Evelyn Stone, 
Garnett Palmtag. Our colors are the same as yours, red and yellow. 
We each have same in ribbon and have it tied on our dresses in a bow. I 
suggested we send away for the monkey pins to hold our colors on our 
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dresses. They all agreed, so I am sending to you to send me eight monkey © 
pins. I will enclose the money for them in this letter. We have the same 
motto that you have. I get Wee Wisdom every month; I took it to school 
one day to let the children look at it. They thought it would be nice to 
follow those rules, and now we are doing so. Each Saturday we meet 
at one of the homes, taking sewing to work on. Two weeks from Satur- 
day the Club is going on a picnic. We will each take part of the lunch. 
We asked our teacher to go with us, and she said she would. I will try to 
write you each month how the Club gets along, and will write a special 
letter to tell you and the Wees about the picnic. I will close for this time, 
but after the picnic will write again. Love to all the Wees. We are 
the Sunshine Club, Marjorie Roehr. 


Velmeyer, Ill. 

Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you. I like you very 
much. I am nine years old and I have three sisters and four brothers. 
Their names are Jacob, Annie, Oscar, Otto, Frieda, Emil, and Eleanora. 
I am in the third grade at school. “Peter Pan,” “Blanche’s Corner,” and 
“Puzzle Page,” are my favorites among your articles. My mother has 
taken Wee Wisdom for twenty-five years. One day in school I fell and 
sprained my arm. It hurt very much at first, but when I thought of love, 
peace, and rest, it soon healed. I said to myself, ““God’s love fills me and 


heals me.” Some one please answer. With love to all the Wees, I will 
close, Sadie Schellhardt. 
We are always glad to have reports from Wee Wisdom’s early 
Wees, many of whom are now mothers and continuing to welcome 
(with their own Wees) her monthly visits. We have a few on our list 


who received Wee Wisdom’s first visit in 1893. 


New York, N. Y. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—Please, may I be a Booster? I have wanted 
to write to you for a long time. I should very much like to correspond 
with any one who would like to correspond with me, as I love to receive 
letters, but rarely do. Now please, may I ask your advice? My mother 
and I attend the First Church of Divine Science, and I have not gone to 
Sunday School, as the children are all very much younger than I am. 
However, Mother says that I may teach a class of kiddies about three 
years old. Shall I do it? I am fourteen years old, and seven of these I 
have been a New Thought girl. What do you Boosters think? Very, 
very cordially yours, Betty G. Beeman. 
This certainly seems to be your opportunity as a Booster, to give 
to those wee ones the truths you have been learning for the last seven 


years. Think of the joy of it, too, for “of such are the kingdom of 
Heaven.” 
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Meeker, Coll. 
Dear Boosters—Y ou ask what stories I like best. “The Little Gray 
House” comes first, but I like them all. I enjoy the Bible Lessons about as 
well as I do the stories. The story of “Life” in the April Wee Wisdom, 
was grand. I have “In Christ’s Garden;” it is so good. Please help me 
so I will be brave and not bashful. Yours in Love and Truth, 


Anna Ellison. 


Beatrice, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—I have just received my magazine, and I was 
very glad to see it. I suppose Curtis and Peanuts are having a fine time. 
I love to ride horseback, and often I wish I could be with them. It used to 
be that when I would go into the woods alone and hear the birds and 
squirrels in the trees and brush, I was afraid, and I would turn and go to 
the house; but now I just stop and say, “There is nothing in all the whole 
universe to fear,” and I go on my way. I wish Matilda and Lillybelle 
would answer my letters, and I wish other of the Wees would write me. 
Your loving Wee, Ruth Morrison. 


We are glad you have learned that there is nothing in God’s 
world to fear, Ruth. Always remember that his protecting love is with 
you, wherever you may go. 


; Los Angeles, Cal. 
Dear Royal—lIt’s been some time since I’ve written you. I go to the 
“Home of Truth” Sunday School. During the church service for the 
_ grown-ups, we have a meeting of our club called “Wonderful Wishers of 
Wishing Well.” Our text is found in Philippians 4:8. Our object is to 
express the true self, thus manifesting heaven, and seeking always to live 
absolute Truth. This is our Booster Club. We have asked the Spirit to 
lead us to Unity in September. Won't we Boosters have a good time to- 
gether then? Your loving friend, John Willis Edwards. 


Royal says “Hurrah for Edward’s Club!” My! What a time 
we will all have together in September. 


Roslindale, Mass. 
Dear Wee—Just a line to let you know that I am sending you a 
story. I hope you will like it. I became possessor of you in January. I 
hope to send you more stories later on. Your loving reader, 


Martha Johnson. 


Galena, Kans. 
Dear Wee Wisdom—This is my first letter to you. I like you very 
much, your stories and your verses. I take you to school and my friends 
love your stories, too. I would be very glad if some of the Boosters would 
correspond with me. Your loving friend, Zelma Armstrong. 


hell 
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Dear Wee Wisdom—You cannot know how I enjoy your stories, 
especially ““The Little Gray House at the End of the Lane,” the “Puzzle 
Page,” and “Blanche’s Corner.” But the one I love best of all is the 
“Prayer of Faith.” It helps me through everything. I used to have head- 
aches every time I went anywhere and had a good time, but now I don’t. 
Last Easter we could pick wild flowers, but this year we could coast, as 
it snowed all day. I wish some of the Wees would write to me. I am as 
ever your loving Booster, Clastine McWilliams. 


Irmine Kennedy, whose address is R. F. D. 1, Lanham, Md., 
would like to hear from some of the Boosters. Irmine tells of how she 
kept house for herself and four younger children when her father and 
mother were ill, and how she prayed for their health, and how won- 
derfully her prayers were answered. That is the true Booster spirit! 


Audrey Travis, Northport, Wash., sends Wee Wisdom’s travel- 
ing expenses for another year; she asks us to pray for her mother’s 
health, and also for herself, that she may be helped in her studies. 
God is the health of all his people, Audrey, and he is also their wis- 
dom. Give thanks every day that God is your help in every need. 


Mella Blair, of San Diego, Cal., asks us to pray for her for help 
in her music. Remember, Mella, to declare every day that the great 
Harmony of Life is expressed through you easily and naturally, and 
you will find your music lessons much easier to practice. 


Olive Peacock, of Winnipeg, Canada, writes to say that she and 
her brother have received their Booster pins, and that they mean to live 
up to the Club pledge. Olive also gives an offering to the Booster 
Club, for which we return to her our sincere thanks. 

Joseph H. McClellan, of Washington, D. C., wishes us to enroll 
himself and little friend, Billie Sample, in the Booster Club. Joseph 
also sends us a picture which he painted himself. 


Asta Einarson, of Point Roberts, Wash., has sent us a number 
of little poems which she likes. We will give the titles here, but the 
poems will appear in other places in Wee Wisdom. “A Kind Word,” 
“*For-get-me-not,” “Look for Goodness,” “Look for Sunshine.” 

Pauline Van Hook, Box 6, Fruita, Col., would like to corre- 
spond with some of the Boosters, and she also wishes to be enrolled as a 
member. 

Jane E. Wilson, 48 Douglas Ave., Freeport, Ill., wishes some of 
the Boosters would write to her and explain about their Booster Clubs. 
We are also enrolling her a member of the Central Club, and she has 
sent for her pin. : 


E 
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Ruth Parker, whose address is Greenfield, Cal., is another new 
member who would like to correspond with some one. 


We have just enrolled Claud Percival Hutcheson in the Booster 
Club. He lives in the oil fields of Parkerton, Wyo., and if some of 
the Wees will write him, he will doubtless have many interesting things 


to tell of the work in the fields. His address is Box 163. 


Sarah H. Carelton, of Belmont, Mass., sends a story which we 
are reserving for the Birthday number of Wee Wisdom. 

Anna Cooper, of New York City, asks all the Boosters to pray 
for the success of a Booster Club which she is trying to organize. Let 
us all join in knowing for them that “God is their help in every need,” 
and that his wisdom will go before and prepare the way. 

Martha Evelyn Tomlinson, whose city and state addresses are not 
given in her letter, writes very enthusiastically of the Indian stories and 
the Puzzle Page. We are very glad you like them, Martha. 

Moina Caldwell, of Middletown,, Mo., writes that she is very 
eager to know how the Little Gray House is going to end. Isn't it 
delightful to know there is always something good just a little ahead 
of us, that we are sure to appreciate when it comes? Everything 
in life is like that, if we only look at it in the right way. 

Illma Powell, Box 73, Ellsworth, Ill., would like to correspond 
with other Boosters. She also speaks of how much she likes “‘Bill-a- 
Boo-Bug”’ and “Bug-a-Boo-Bill’”” and Blanche’s Corner. We are 
always glad to know what the Boosters like best in Wee Wisdom, so 
that we will know how to please them. 

Elton M. Edwards, of Los Angeles, sends us a picture of him- 
self, his brother and their dog. He says they live near the mountains, 
and though there is no snow, they slide down the hills on wooden sleds. 

Anna Ellison, of Meeker, Col., sends for a pin and says she is 
trying to be a good Booster and live up to the objects of the Club. As 
long as you keep trying you are sure to succeed, Anna, and we know 
that you are a member of whom we may be proud. 

Zelma Armstrong, of Galena, Kansas, and Robert Woodward, 
of Chicago, each send in a solution of the “Flower Puzzle” that ap- 
peared in May Wee Wisdom. 

Julia Cookman, 4820 14th St., N. W., Washington, D. C., 
would like to hear from some of the Boosters. She has written us a 


good letter about her yard and garden, but it is a little too long to 
publish. 


Martha Lavell, of Minneapolis, Minn., suggests that Betty 
Booster would be a fine name for the dolly in our sewing department 
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of Wee Wisdom. Let us have the votes of other Booster girls. 
Martha also asks if there is a Truth Sunday School in Minneapolis. 
Will you call at the Unity Center there, 1258 Bayard Ave.>?> They 
can tell you about the Sunday School. 


As you have doubtless read, Dolly has selected her name. She 
was glad to receive the names suggested by the Sunbeams and Boost- 
ers, and has chosen one which she thinks suits her very well. Dolly 
wishes to be known as Cheerful Thinkright. We know you will love 
Cheerful, and that your visits with her will be busy, happy ones. 


Ruth E. Arnot, writes her first letter from Scribner, Neb., to ask 
to be enrolled a Booster, and to tell us that what she likes best about 
Wee Wisdom are her Magic Pillows, The Little Gray House, and 
the Bible Stories. 


We have received a good letter from Jane Belnap, of Montreal, 
Canada, telling of her interesting visit to Atlantic City at the Easter 
season. She had some delightful times, and we are glad to notice 
that she says she appreciated the opportunity of sharing them with her 
friends. ‘This is the Booster spirit of fellowship which we like to see 
growing in our members, and it is growing in them, every one. 

Ellen Hedges, Box 421, Plentywood, Mont., would like to cor- 
respond with some of the Wees. Ellen is a very industrious girl. 
She is getting subscribers for a magazine, and with the money she earns 
she pays Wee Wisdom’s traveling expenses to her home. Wee Wis- 
dom appreciates this effort on Ellen’s part, and is very glad to continue 
her visits. 

Loretta Kier, R. F. D. 2, Seattle, Wash., tells us she is going to 
get five new subscribers to Wee Wisdom if possible, and earn a cap. 
Good! We know she can do it. She also has become a member of 
the Club and wishes to hear from other members. She has promised 
to write some stories for us, too. 

Other new members to be welcomed this month, are: Gladys 
Johnson, Clifford Husband, Susan Coykendall, Laura Wright, Helen 
Stickney. 


THE THREE WISE MONKEYS OF NIKKO 
THE FourTH MONKEY 


It was house-cleaning time and things were scattered about in the 
queerest places. The parlor chairs were crowded into the dining room, 
and the sofa stood in the middle of the kitchen floor, with the ironing 
board leaning against it. A good many of the parlor ornaments had 
been put into the store room, and Mother had asked the twins not to 
go there to play, for fear of breaking something. 
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The twins had on their blue sailor dresses, each with a white 
anchor in front and white stars on the collar; and each head of bushy, 
brown hair was tied with bows of white ribbon. The twins looked so 
much alike that most people had long ago given up trying to tell which 
was Faye and which Fern, and only said, “Here, Twinnie,”” when they 
wanted something. 

They were waiting now for Miss Margaret, who came twice a 
week to give them their piano lesson. 

“*Let’s play hide and seek while we wait,” suggested Fern. 

“Yes, let’s,” replied Faye, scampering off to hide under the table 
behind a screen of chairs, while Fern hid her face and counted. 

Now it was Fern’s turn to hide. When Faye had counted 
twenty-five and had sung out twice, ““Bushel o’ wheat, bushel o’ rye,” 
she searched through the dining room and kitchen, and then, without 
thinking, opened the door of the store room. 

Just as she did so, she caught sight of a pair of startled brown 
eyes, gazing into her own, and of a blue sailor dress with a white 
anchor in front, and of white bows tying the bushy, brown hair. 

Hastily shutting the door for fear her sister would rush out and 
get to the goal first, she suddenly remembered what Mother had said 
about not going into the storeroom to play. 

“Fern’s forgotten,” she said to herself, “‘and I most forgot. I'll 
remind her when she comes,” and she hurried back to the goal to call, 
“One, two, three for Fern!” 

But no Fern appeared. Instead, the front door suddenly opened, 
and Faye heard the sound of flying feet as Fern ran out to greet Miss 
Margaret. And the game was forgotten as the piano lesson began. 

After the lesson, Faye lingered a moment to listen again to the 
hollow, echoing sound the piano made in the nearly emptied room. 

All at once she heard Fern say to Mother out in the dining room: 

““No, Mother, I haven’t been in the store room today.” 

Faye caught her breath sharply. What could Fern mean? She 
wanted to rush out and say, “Why, Fern, I saw you there,” but held 
herself back, thinking, “I must give her a chance to tell it herself.” 

“Faye,” called Mother, “have you been in the store room today ? 
Some one has let the cat in, and he has knocked down the monkey 
carving and broken it.” 

The precious carving that Uncle George had brought from 
Japan! 

Often and often Fern and Faye had studied the three queer little 
monkeys, one holding his paws over his eyes that he might see no evil, 
another covering his ears that he might hear no evil, and the third hold- 
ing his paws over his mouth that he might speak no evil. 
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At last Faye spoke. ‘Yes, Mother, I opened the door a little 
ways before I thought, but I shut it again real quick, and I don’t think 
Tiger could have gone in without my seeing him,” she said, looking 
hard at Fern and wondering why she didn’t speak. 

“Well,” said Mother, at last, “perhaps I let him in, myself.” 
And she went out to get the glue pot to see if the carving could be 
mended. 

“Oh, Fern,”’ began Faye, “why didn’t you tell?” 

“Tell what? There wasn’t anything to tell.” 

“There was, too, Fern Shepard. © You know you hid in the store 
room that last time.” 

“Tt isn’t true! I hid behind the piano the last time.” 

didn’t!” 

“T did!” 

Mother, coming back with the glue pot, heard the sharp tones, 
which had grown louder and louder. 

When she had listened to both sides of the story, she gazed into 
each angry, excited little face. It was evident that both the twins 
thought they were speaking the truth. 

“T cannot understand it,” she said, “but I think you must some- 
how have been mistaken, Faye.” 

Faye’s face flamed scarlet. Didn't she know what she had 
seen > 

It was a long, miserable afternoon. Faye practiced at her piano 
lesson twice as long as usual, and then helped Mother dust some of the 
furniture while Fern practiced; but over and over in her unhappy little 
mind she kept saying, “How could she tell such a story?” 

Toward the close of the afternoon Mother called Faye and 
asked her to go very carefully into the storeroom and bring the tack 
hammer. 

As Faye opened the door she gave a start, for again she met a 
pair of startled brown eyes and saw the blue sailor dress and the white 
hair ribbons. 

And then all at once she discovered that the big mirror from the 
bedroom had been placed against the wall opposite the door, and that 
what she had seen was the reflection of her own face! 

It was a very happy little Faye that brought the tack hammer 
back to Mother, and when later she and Fern were standing arm in 
arm before the table where Mother had placed the mended carving, 
she said, soberly, 

“T think there ought to be four little monkeys instead of three, the 
other one holding his paws over his forehead to remind us that we 
should think no evil.—Lily Manker Allen. 
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Lesson 12, JUNE 20, 1920. 
THE LORD OUR SHEPHERD.—Psalm 23. 


GoLDEN TExT—Jehovah is my shepherd; I shall not want——Psalm 
23:1. 


Before we study our lesson, let us talk a little about the shepherd’s 
care of his sheep. What does he do for them? He watches over them 
very closely and protects them from anything that might harm them. He 
feeds them, and if one little lamb strays from the rest, how willingly he seeks 
it, and how gladly he brings it back! And the sheep have no fear of him, 
but they love him, and they know he will always be kind and gentle with 
them. Now we learn that the Lord is our Shepherd, and that he cares for 
us and protects us and provides for our welfare. We may trust Him always, 
for He is our help in every need. There may be times when the path is so 
dark that we cannot see ahead at all, but we can hear the gentle voice of our 
Shepherd always, and we may know that he is leading us. He has made us 
two wonderful promises also: one is that goodness and mercy shall follow 
us always, and the other is that we shall dwell in his house forever. To 
dwell in his house means to live in peace and harmony, and to enjoy ever- 
lasting fellowship and companionship with our Shepherd. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Tell in your own way how the shepherd cares for his sheep, and how 
it is like the care of our Shepherd for us. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—“/ will fear no evil; for 
thou art with me.” 
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Lesson 13, JUNE 27, 1920. 
REVIEW: THE NOBLE LIFE OF SAMUEL. 


GoLpEN TExT—“I will instruct you in the good and the right way.” 
—I Samuel 12:23. 

A good way to review the lessons for this quarter is to read them over 
and then tell all that you know of the history of Israel from the time of its 
deliverance by Deborah and Barak. Below are the titles of the lessons; 
what can you tell about them? 

Deborah and Barak Deliver Israel. The Victory of Gideon’s Band. 
Ruth’s Wise Choice. The Boy Samuel. Eli and His Sons. Victory 
Under Samuel. Israel’s First King. Jonathan and His Armorbearer. 
Saul’s Failure. A Shepherd Boy Chosen King. The Lord Our Shepherd. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—/n all my ways ! vill 
trust the Lord, and he shall be my guide. 


Lesson |, 4, 1920. 
DAVID IN CAMP AND COURT.—I Samuel 17:40-49; 18:5-9. 


GoLDEN TExtT—David behaved himself wisely in all his ways; and 
Jehovah, was with him.—I Samuel 18:14. 

Today we will hear more of young David, the sturdy shepherd boy 
of whom we read a few weeks ago. We have also been reading about the 
Philistines, but now we are to hear about one in particular, whose name 
was Goliath. David was to meet him in battle, and though Goliath was a 
giant and David a little shepherd boy, David’s only preparation for the 
battle was his staff and five smooth stones (which he selected from a brook 
and placed in his shepherd’s bag) and the sling which he carried in his 
hand. Goliath was armed with a sword and spear and shield, and he made 
terrible threats against young David. (Read David’s answer in verses 
45 to 48.) Then David took one stone from his bag and placed it in his 
sling. He threw, and the stone struck Goliath in the forehead, in a spot 
which his armor did not cover, and Goliath fell down upon his face on the 
ground. It seemed that Goliath was better armed and prepared for such a 
fight than David, but in reality David had four stones more than he ac- 
tually needed. So, in our own battles, we often find that one Word of 
Truth, spoken in faith, will cause the downfall of the biggest giant of fear. 
There is always a weak spot in the enemy’s armor, and if we are ready 
with our smooth white stone of Truth, we can find that spot. 


Questions for the Children to Answer 


Why was David so sure of his victory over Goliath? Because he was 
not fighting in his own strength, but in the strength of his Lord. 
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Did David take any credit to himself for his victory? No. But al- 
ways when we are faithful and exalt the name of the Lord, we find that 
he is willing to give us due credit. 

(a) What are some of the Goliaths we meet every day, and (b) what 
are the stones with which we conquer them? (a) Sickness, fear, weakness, 
poverty, etc. (b) Thoughts of health, trust, strength, abundance, etc. 

HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssON—/ win my battles in the 
strength of the Lord. 


Lesson 2, JULY 11, 1920. 
JONATHAN BEFRIENDS DAVID.—I Samuel 20:32-42. 


GOLDEN TEXT—A friend loveth at all times; and a brother is born 
for adversity.—Prov. 17:17. 


A splendid friendship had grown up between Jonathan and David. 
But Jonathan’s father, Saul, hated David bitterly, and even planned to 
take his life. Jonathan tried to make peace between his father and David, 
but this only increased Saul’s wrath, and he even threatened his own son 
who dared to intercede for David. Jonathan knew what a true, upright 
and honorable young man David was, and he must have been grieved by 
his father’s bitter feeling toward his dear friend, but he did not let it change 
his own feeling for David, and in the morning he met David in the field 
and told him of his father’s determination to take his life. He kissed David 
and told him to go in peace, and the young men promised each other that 
they would always be good friends. Wasn't this a beautiful friendship? 
How many of us are always willing to stand by our friends when others 
are unkind to them or have untrue things to say of them? 

Questions for the Children to Answer 

What is the greatest thing in the world? Love. 

How does love make us act toward our friends and playmates? Love 
makes us loyal and true to them, and it will not let us believe evil against 
them. 

How does this story of Jonathan and David apply to us? It teaches 
us that the time in which our friends most need our encouragement and help 
is when they are in trouble, and it is then that we should stand by them. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEsSON—/ love my neighbor as 
myself. 


Lesson 3, JULY 18, 1920. 
DAVID SPARES SAUL’S LIFE.—I Samuel. 26:7-17, 21. 


GoLpEN TExT—Love your enemies, do good to them that hate you. 
—Luke 6:27. 
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David and his nephew were traveling by night, and they came upon 
Saul and his cousin, Abner, sleeping, with their spears stuck in the ground, 
and their people sleeping about them. Saul, you remember, had sought to 
take David's life, and so David’s nephew now said to him, “Ah! your 
enemies are delivered into your hands! What a splendid chance to de- 
stroy them!”” Now David knew that his chief enemy, Saul, had indeed 
been delivered into his hands by the Lord, but he also knew that he was 
delivered to him, not to be destroyed, but to be saved, so he would not let 
his nephew harm Saul. He also knew that if he permitted Saul to be killed 
while he slept, it would be the end of his own troubles and he could occupy 
the throne, but he would not accept deliverance and glory by such means. 
David was entirely content to leave the avenging of his own personal 
wrongs to the Lord, so he merely took Saul’s spear to show him that he had 
been entirely in his (David’s) power. When Saul awoke and discovered 
this, and learned that David meant to spare his life, he was very sorry for 
his ill feeling toward David, and addressed him tenderly. David was very 
gentle with him, and sought to make him feel at ease by assuring him of 
complete forgiveness. 


Questions for the Childrea to Answer 


Tell in your own words how this story applies to us, and how we can 
follow David’s example. 


HELPFUL THOUGHT FROM THE LEssoN—The forgiving love of 
Jesus Christ is expressed in me toward all people. 


A CHILD'S PRAYER 


God make my life a little light, 
Within the world to glow— 
A tiny flame that burneth bright, 

Wherever I may go. 


God make my life a little flower, 
That bringeth joy to all, 
Content to bloom in native bower, 


Although its place be small. 


God make my life a little song, 
That comforteth the sad, 

That helpeth others to be strong, 
And makes the singer glad. 


—M. Betham Edwards. 
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~ JUNE AND ROSES 
I T IS June, and all the world’s abloom. Isn’t it great that 


vacation time begins in June, when the out-of-doors is so 
marvelous that we couldn’t stay in if we tried? 

& Always with June come the roses. At “Friendly 
y Maples” we plant roses every year. Some day when we 
| D | are “knee-deep in June” we hope to find ourselves also 
knee-deep, if not neck-deep in roses. We revel in roses, from the tiny 
pink and white wild roses to the immense white rose, the tallest in the 
garden, whose regal beauty and fragrance compel admiration and 
awe from the passer-by. The little wild roses seem to be made to be 
loved and handled very gently, like sweet, tiny babies. 

Do you know at what time of day a rose is most fragrant ? 

Perhaps you think it is in the morning, when the dew clings to 
her petals, or when the cool night shadows touch her caressingly. 

But it is in the stillness of high noon, when the warm sun kisses 
her full upon the mouth that the rose answers him with the perfume 
from the center of her heart. 

Son and I discovered this long ago, and on many quiet summer 
noons I have heard him call, ““O, Mother, smell how sweet the roses 
are!” The fragrance of a rose and the song of a bird seem like 
prayers of love and thankfulness to the Creator of all good. They 
call to the best and highest in all the world to answer them. When 
you hear the song of the meadow lark, early on a summer morning, 
doesn’t the good in you spring right up and want to make that day 
happy and worth while? I have never breathed the fragrance of my 
roses without wanting to make life appear sweeter and better to those 
around me. 

So at “Friendly Maples” we are growing roses. Pink, love 
roses; yellow, wisdom roses; red, life roses and white, purity roses. 
We intend to grow more of them—climbing and bush roses; tea and 


moss roses. By the way, some one has said a pretty thing about moss 
roses. It is this: 
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The rose is the face of a baby 
The moss, a bonnet of plush. 


We grow roses because they are beautiful and fragrant, and be- 


cause they talk to us in God’s language and help us to live our best. 
If you try them, they will do the same for you. 


s in the squares, 
going from one space to another, as in the words “May” and “saw” ? 
How many sentences can you then make from the words? 


SOLUTION TO LAST MONTH'S PUZZLE 


Tulips, goldenrod, bluebell, black-eyed Susan, sunflower, lily of 
the valley, lady’s-slipper, harebell. 
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a perfume 


melodious tune, 
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sweet. 


As you ever chance to meet. 
And my name 


I am quite as fair a maiden 
My voice is low and gentle 


As a soft 
I am Love and I am June. 


My lap is full of roses, 
And my breath 
Why, can't you guess it? 
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